32               AFTER    THESE    MANY     QUESTS
believed in all the Victorian vetoes. For example, though personally intrigued by the new-fangled Bioscope he thought it undesirable for children.
One evening Mother, with the air of a conspirator in the Gunpowder Plot, took Stanley and me to a Bioscope recently established in Stratford Broadway. I was inquiring in a loud voice why it was perpetually raining and why the picture was constantly doubled on the screen, when Mother, in great agitation, suddenly shushed me. She had spotted Papa seated in another row, topper on his knees. We escaped by a back exit.
In contrast with Papa, I had been born into an expanding, freer world, the embryonic Erewhon of Samuel Butler, who had died only a week before my birth unaware that he had, in Professor Joad's words, "thawed the first tiny hole in the icy crust of Victorian morality."
The gap in age was also, I feel, partly responsible for the excessive solicitude which Papa showed for his youngest hopefuls. This took various forms. For instance, he insisted upon attending Stanley's first swimming lessons with a Heath Robinson safety-contraption—a kind of home-made breeches buoy. This caused a minor sensation at Jupp Road Baths. Then he stopped me, despite floods of tears, from reading a comic paper serial called "His Convict Bride."
So, ashamed as I am to confess it, Papa's death brought with it a certain sense of freedom, blended with the passing sadness. Life went on, and its tempo quickened.
At the end of the first year at the H.E. School, all the prizes, with one exception, had been won by an outstanding scholar named Edward Ernest Willis, who was also the biggest and most athletic boy in the form. This dispelled from my mind for ever any idea of equality in mankind. Incidentally Ted Willis is today the managing director of the biggest brush-making and selling organisation in the country —Betterwear. He built this firm up from nothing—or, rather, from an idea in his active mind.